CHAPTEK XII
THUS SPAKE ZARATHUSTRA:   PAKT   I
"No one can realise with, what feelings I read my Zarathustra. The book is far too strong for me, almost every word makes me break down and weep. Every line is written with blood; everything in it is real." Thus my brother wrote in 1886, but only he who is thoroughly conversant with Nietzsche's early years, his relation to his ideals, teachers and friends, his whole career and way of thought, can recognise this reality. It would need a vast and detailed work to show clearly the background of this incomparable poetry, this wonderful idealisation of the scenes and experiences of his whole life. That work has not yet been written, and will not be easy to write.
I must renounce the task of describing the connection between Zarathustra and his whole career, and must limit myself to the period of composition. Even this I do with fear and trembling, for the book lives in such azure solitudes, so remote from all actuality, that one hardly dares to connect it with human, all too human things. Yet the rarest flower springs from a dark and composite soil, transforming these unlovely materials into fragrance and colour. What delight and reverence we feel when we see that this work, although written in a period of painful calamities, become after all the triumphant paean of the fighter and conqueror !
The figure of Zarathustra hovered before my brother from his earliest youth; he wrote to me once that even as a child he had seen it in a dream. At various times he gave this dream-figure different names ; but" finally/' he says in a later memorandum, " I had to bestow the